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APPY the Man, who, free d from Vain Defires, 
From the Dull Noiſe of Buſi'd Crowds retires ! 


Happy, if bleſt with ſome Convenient Seat; 


He flies the Dang'rous Pleaſures of the Great 


No Anxious Cares diſturb his Peaceful Brow ; 


Calm as his Thoughts his Ealy Minutes flo. 
But how is the Deluded World miſled, | 


By Wealth, by. Titles, or by Pow'r betray'd & 1 
For Gain the Merchant risks the Faithleſs Seas: 
For Gain the Lawyer proſtitutes his Eaſe: 0 


Vent rous the Soldier ruſhes to the Wars, oy 
Quits Soft Repoſe for Vainly-glorious Scars ; dy 
Thro' Floods, thro' Flames th' Unthinking Hero flies, 
And in the Midſt of all his Triumphs dies, 

B But 


870491 


FF CON "Gy n 
e ai W d un 


1 
But view, oh view th Aſpiring Courtier's Fate, 
How ſervilely he labours to be Great! 

Firſt marks the Riſing Sun, Him he adores, 
Attends his Levee, waits his Leiſure-Hours ; 
Flatters, deludes Him with Ungen'rous Wiles, 
With Sordid Cringes and Diflembl'd Smiles; 
Such the Baſe Means! But oh! how oft in vain, 
Contemn'd, Succeſsleſs, do's the Wretch complain? 
Howe're, let Fortune grant what he requires, 

And fondly favour all his Raſh Deſires ; 

Let him as high as his Ambition ſoar ; 


How Ty rous s ſuch a Height! how Short-liv'd ſuch a 
N Pow! 


Not fo the Man, who void of Envious Cares, 
The Humble Village to, a Court prefers: 

Indulgent Nature all his Wants ſupplies, 

Grants Peace, which from the Gilded Palace flies: 
Tho' his Low Roofs no Beds of State allow, 

No Coſtly Wines o re the Mean Pavement flow; 
Inſtead of theſe eh Unartful Joys he proves, 

Of Sweet Refreſhing Streams, and Verdant Groves: 
How Shady are the Groves, how Cool the Screams, 
When the Sun * wich Redoubld Flanges * : 
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There, ſtretch d at Faſe upon 'the | Tender Grafs, 
He hears the Waters gently murm'ring paſs ; E 
He hears the Chearful Birds Melodious Airs, 
Happy like chetm, Hke chem Exempt from Cares: 
There, wich the partner of his Soft Deſires, 
Taſtes all thoſe Pleafures Gen'rous Love inſpires $ 


Not ſuch as ſpring from the Deluſive Charms 
Which Fancy paints in the Falſe Hren s Arms ; 
But ſuch as may a Modeſt Flame relieve, 
Such as the Chaſteſt N ymph may freely give : 
No Prince feels Half rhe J oys in being Great, 
As this Bleſt Man in his Unenvy d State. 


* like theſe inſpir'd the Golden Age, 
Whilſt but One Inc'reſt did cheit Thoughts engage 3 
Careleſs of Grandeur, Wealth, or Fruitleſs Praiſe, 
Low in Life's Peaceful Vale they pals'd their Days; 
Happy, till FPaction rear d its Envipus Head 5 | 
Till Luxury its Waſteful Torrent ſpread ; | 
Till Falſe 1 charm d, and Heedleſs Man betray d. | ; 


Thus Horace well employ d his Grateful Hours | 
Nlidſt Fountains, Fields, and Unfrequented Bow'rs ; 


The Studious Rural Life he ever lov'd, 
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The Rural Life has ever happieſt prov'd, _ 
Not all the Specious Pomp of Flatt ring Rome, 
Cou'd draw the Poet from his Dearer Home: 
There, from the World a Safe Retreat he found, . . 
Nor envy d Monarchs in his Sabine Ground. 


Thus (O for e be chat Name!) 
The God - like Maro liv d; whoſe Genial Flame 
Still warms each Bard, each Em lous Muſe inſpires 


With Tuneful Raprures and Celeſtial Fires. 


Hero's themſelves have laid their Trophies down, 


For Peaceful Olives chang d che Warrior s Crown : 
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Such Scipio was 


He, who Rome's Vanquiſh' =z in Triumph led, 
Whoſe Aweful Nod the Trembling World obey'd ; 
Ev'n He, from Conqueſt did to Shades repair, 
Happier in theſe than all the Spoils of War: 

Had Hannibal, like him, been timely Wiſe, 


He ne're had mourn d his Fatal Victories ; 


Friendleſs, Unpity d, He had ne're . 
The Lawrels wreſted from his Aged Head, 
Nox Carthaginian Tow'rs by Latian Flames o ddd 
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Such was the Life Great Diocleſian choſe, 
Studious of Eaſe, and Undiſturb'd Repoſe ; 
See with what Joy from Empire he retires ! 
Pities the Wretch who to a Crown aſpires ; 
To Gilded Roofs prefers Unenvy'd Fields, 
Whilſt Proud Imperial Rome to Poor Salona yields. 


O Bleſt Retreat! O Venerable Woods 
Ye Grateful Meadows, and ye Cooling Floods ! 
Secur'd by You, We feel no Rude Alarms 
Of Civil Faction, or Invading Arms. 
How are our Souls with Various Raptures fir d, 
By Groves and Lawns, and Murm ring Streams inſpir'd ? 
There, Hills and Vales diſcloſe a Beauteous Scene ; 


Hail, O ye Sacred Trees! whoſe Deathleſs Boughs 
Adorn the Conqu'ror's and the Poet's Brows; 
Grac'd with your Wreaths, ELIZA ſtill ſurvives, 
And Tender Spencer yet uninjur d liyes: 

Like Her, ſhou'd ANN A wear th Immortal Bays; 
Like His ſhou'd be my Fate, cou'd I but reach his Lays. 
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Here, Fountains riſe, and Bays ſar- euer Green: 


——— — — — F | 


So 


3 n 
£ (LY "< "x fo 6, 7 4223 ” *£ a 
* do. N 2 + 4. } + @#*% 2 * 3.9, 
.—* n Wd * * 
* 


: [6] 


So may I live in ſome Obſcure Retreat 
Far from the Noiſe and Follies of the Great { |: 
Nor envy'd, nor neglected may I pals. . 
Thro' ev'ry Stage of my Appointed Race 

May no Ambitious Thought diſturb my Reſt; 
Bur Peace and Innocence ſtill guard my Breaſt! 
And when the Laſt, the Deſtin' d Hour ſhall come, 
When Others tremble at th' Approaching Doom ; 

Ev'n then, Reflection ſhall ſuch Joys diſplay, , 
With Pleaſure I'll the Grateful Scene ſuryey z | 
Conſcious of ſuch a Life Vil ne re repine, | 
But to Propitious Fate my Willing Soul reſign. 1 
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